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hood he himself attained and the more truly he
worked for the advancement of his fellow-kind.
Zoroaster himself, I said, was the most perfect
embodiment of the great principle he preached, for
before he brought his flaming" world-message to the
Court of King Gustasp, he had lived for thirty
long-years on the remote and inaccessible mountain-
top of Ushidarena entirely to himself to attain self-
realisation and self-perfection. Their Master, I
went on to say, was the best living embodiment
thereof within my knowledge. He had striven all his
life to bring his physical and mental organisations
as near perfection as possible, with what incalculable
benefits to his hundreds of pupils and with what
splendid results to his own self they themselves
knew. I urged them, in conclusion, right or wrong,
to stand by their creed, unmindful of the taunts of
selfishness and sneers of cheap altruism, and work
out their destiny in the light of its teaching.

That evening we had a short service again at
which I read a chapter from The Vision of Arda-
Viraf. The Temple looked beautiful, lighted as it
was with clusters of electric globes, and in that soft,
well-diffused light the old, sacred formula of Ashem-
Vohit and of Yatha-Ahu-Vairyo, painted as they
were in letters of #old on the four walls, stood out,
so prominently as to send a thrill through the heart
of au orthodox Massdayasnian like myself. But the
object which riveted my attention was the painting
of Ainyuhitu which stood at the entrance of the
Temple. Ainyahita, or Anahita as the cuneiform
inscriptions call her, is one of the leading Yazatas or